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“Command, this is Master Keibatsu. Send me the coordinates to November Hotel and inform the Consul that we have a HVP en route to his location.”

“Very well, sir. Will you be requiring an escort?”

“Negative, Command. I’m taking Foxtrot Uniform 6353 and the Ragnarok. Should be more than enough.”

“Roger that, sir. Happy hunting.”

The holographic image of an officer blinked out of existence and left Shikyo staring back into the troop bay of his transport. Nihilgenia troopers had finished bandaging up one another from the skirmish as soldiers from the Warhost looked over the Kyataran warriors with heightened curiosity. A bound figure wearing a sand-worn Phase-I clone trooper helmet fidgeted at the sound of a loud noise, catching the attention of those around it.

Sasuke kept his eyes focused on the figure, noting every move it made. He closed his eyes and began to extend his will through the Force. The former Herald used his senses to learn more about his prisoner. There was an emptiness about the abomination. Like falling through an abyss, Shikyo could find nothing about the corrupted clone. Just darkness. Just rage. While it was possible to feel and experience one’s emotions through the Force, the sorcerer that controlled this creature was powerful enough to devoid any sign of life or emotion.

“What the frell…”

Ashia looked at her brother-in-law with a concerned look on her face.

“What is it?”

Shikyo rubbed his face in a gesture of frustration and a hint of exhaustion.

“I don’t know, Sis. I haven’t felt power like this in so long. Whatever’s controlling these poor bastards… Bound to put up one helluva fight.”

The Zabrak looked over at the creature before turning her attention back to the Kyataran, a steely gaze fixed on her face.

“We don’t have to worry about that for now. Drop this thing off, find the dropship, hold the line.”

Ashia Kagan wasn’t much for words but the ones she used were certainly the most necessary for the moment. Sasuke nodded and smirked.

“You’re right. Let’s get going.”

Shikyo called out for the Nihilgenia to board before ordering Katsuhide to take off. The Ragnarok began to ascend slowly before shooting towards the direction of Locke and Sang. Every now and again, the Dark Jedi Master would look at the covered creature and begin to wonder what else was out there with the will to dominate a being that should have died already. The thought gave him the slightest of chills.
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The dust erupted in a cloud as the Ragnarok touched down. 
“Scanners are picking out life forms just over the horizon, sir.” 

Ashia reached out with the Force, searching for location of their people.  Life forms could be sensed but…

‘There are more of those…things out there.’ Ashia’s telepathic thoughts penetrated her brother-in-laws mind.  She reached out a little further and found some of their own. ‘Wait! I have them.  It’s Locke with several others. They’re pinned down. We’ll have to carve a path to them.’ 
The Keibatsu’s azure eyes glistened for a moment as she readied herself for what was about to come. 

Shikyo and Ashia took up position at the front of the landing dock, a slew of soldiers at their back.  A loud hiss filled the air as the landing dock opened and the cadre poured forth onto the dry earth.

Those things were upon them in seconds. Pouring out from the dry, erinaceous ground and screeching like feral animals as they fired their weapons forth.

The soldiers fanned out in formation as they advanced. The Keibatsu lead the charge with crimson, violet and alabaster light exploding all around them. 
The Nightsister ran hard at one of the Clones? She guessed that’s what they were. Her blades deflecting blaster fire as she ran up his chest plate and sliced his head off with a cross saber maneuver. As she rode his body back to the ground, she flipped around to find her brother-in-law, surrounded by a number of the things. They collapsed on top of him dragging him to ground for but a moment as their shear weight and unstoppable momentum took him off guard. It was only for a moment though, as a bloody curdling roar echoed across the valley as he rose back up. The bodies exploded in all directions with the force of the telekinetic blast. An enraged look glossed his visage for a moment before he moved forward again, taking more and more down. 
The Nihilgenia tore through the site along with the Keibatsu. A chaotic symphony of destruction echoed through the land as they cut a path towards their people.
They kept coming. More of them rose up, more attacked with what they had or could find. It was like an unstoppable army.  ‘We’re Keibatsu, we’re the unstoppable ones, right? Are you going to let a few frellin’ clones get in your way?

Ashia grimaced as the voice penetrated her thoughts once more. She wasn’t about to give in.  She surged forward, breaking through an array of blaster fire and dispatching a few more with well placed saber strikes.  Two clones collided in mid-air just almost above her and collapsed in a heap next to her.  She looked out and saw Shikyo move past her, driving their forces back with telekinetic blast after blast. 

The Nightsister launched after him, the Nihilgenia bringing up right behind her.  They moved forward until they got to Locke’s position. Only a few of them remained. Locke seemed grateful for the extraction as they had been unable to contact anyone.

“We have one of them on board the Ragnarok,” Shikyo told him. “though I don’t know how much help that will be.”
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Locke Sonjie nodded at a couple of soldiers in the Warhost and gesturing towards the Ragnarok with his hand. Sasuke watched the two move quickly to grab the corrupted clone from his ship and into the possession of the Consul. It didn’t seem right to put a creature like that into the possession of someone he trusted but the Keibatsu was just happy to have the damn thing off his ship. 

“Sand storms and electronic interference have been playing hell with our coms. What’s your status?” The Consul fighting to be heard over the roar of the engines and the howl of the wind.

“Leaving our guest with you. We have a downed ship that broadcasted a SOS before the signal cut out.” Shikyo could see the disappointment in Locke’s eyes. From a tactical perspective, the Dark Jedi Master was a valuable detergent against whatever was causing the corruption. However, clansmen were in danger and the Consul could think of no other alternative. With a curt nod, Locke and Shikyo exchanged firm but solid handshakes.

Ashia watched her youngest brother-in-law head back toward the ship, a grin slipping onto her face.

“You look… relieved. Get some good news?”

Shikyo sighed. “Nope. Just glad to have that abomination off my ship.” The Elder chuckled slightly. “Can’t impress the ladies with that rotting clone smell onboard.”

The Nightsister rolled her eyes before joining the Keibatsu back onto the Ragnarok.

“So, what’s next?” The Augur’s voice was firm but upbeat.

“There’s another ship downed. 27 klicks from here. We’ll swoop in, investigate, move on.”

“More to kill?” Ashia smirked. Sasuke nodded and smiled back. “I certainly hope so.”

The ship began to rise slowly, revealing a scene of carnage yet order before the hatch sealed. Looking over the faces of the Nihilgenia, the Elder could tell they were getting exhausted, even if their faces wouldn’t dare show it. They had been fighting nonstop but the worst injury to come was a flesh wound. Shikyo approached each one and placed his hand on their shoulder. Such a simple gesture would be enough to ignite the fires within them. 
“Sir! We have the transport in sight. Multiple contacts. Ugly and angry.”

Ashia ran her fingers along her hilt, anticipation for the next kill emanating from where she stood. “Come along, brother. We don’t have all day.”

The Nightsister pressed the button to open the hatch and jumped out, amethyst light shooting from her hand. Shikyo smirked and turned towards his men.

“What? Did you want to live forever?”

Master Keibatsu ran after his sister-in-law, scarlet light shooting from his left hand while invisible energy could be heard purring from his right. Shikyo couldn’t let the mystery of the corruption distract him or the concerns of clan leadership. Comrades were in trouble and needed assistance. That’s all that mattered. It was going to be a very long night.
